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A little later the Wasp engine, after twenty hours and fifteen
minutes of faithful, performance, since we left Dundee Island, began
to falter. Next instant, our fuel tanks completely out of petrol,
the propeller was flopping without power. Hollick-Kenyon picked
his spot; and at 10.03 a.m., local time, December 5, the Polar Star,
like a weary bird, came gently to earth.
XIV  GROPING
B
Y dead reckoning we had come down within four miles
of Little America and to the south of it, and the sextant
roughly confirmed this position. But where was Little
America? Any place in a trackless, white, unmarked region of
twenty-five or thirty square miles, no doubt blanketed under snow,
with only a wireless mast and a few stove-pipes showing above the
surf ace—something that one would have to fairly stumble upon to
locate.
In lieu of roads, mile-stones, and direction-signs to guide us, we
had a pocket-compass, a sextant, the Roosevelt Islands or Moun-
tains—they are mere bumps in the ice—for a landmark, two charts
which did not agree upon the location of the Roosevelt Islands,
and in the north the dark water sky of the Ross Sea.
Although, geographically speaking, we had "arrived," it was
evident that the camp itself might still be as elusive as the pro-
verbial needle in the haystack.
We were in no hurry to begin the search, realising that we must
prepare for it thoroughly. Therefore, we spent the rest of die day
considering plans, pitching camp, and securing the Polar Star. This
last we did by digging broad trenches two feet deep in which to
settle the skis, so that the wing rested upon the snow. Next we
unloaded our excess food supplies from the plane and piled them
on the skis, where they would serve to weight down the aeroplane
and at the same time be in a well-marked cache.
That afternoon, as we worked, we noticed or! to the north-east a

